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Chapter 1. Beginnings

It all began when The Goblin King noticed the young girl. He was, as was often his wont, gazing into the world above, whiling away a little time playing tricks on unsuspecting mortals from above ground. It amused him. It was a time honoured tradition among the kings and queens of old and well respected. Minor mischiefs they left to the small goblins, dwarfs and hob goblins, lost keys and mismatched socks. The Goblin King on the other hand had always favoured mischief of another kind, the kind that left countries ablaze and kingdoms torn asunder. But also mischief of the heart, making the children of enemies fall in love, watching as their worlds came crashing down around them. When he saw Sarah- It was the first time anyone had made him stop in his tracks. It was her face, her small pale face with deeply innocent and curious grey-green eyes that you could drown in.

He'd seen her sweet face and soulful eyes and sunk into a mood that he couldn't be roused from. The King had stormed about the castle for weeks, gazing longingly into his crystals catching glimpses of her and her ordinary life. Nothing could draw him out of his moody, languishing habit. He was hooked and nothing that usually distracted him was working- he sent away the dancers, the jesters, the fools and the lovers. He all but abandoned his kingdom and it began to run amok. He sat in the dark yearning and watching. He began to learn about life, her Father, her Step-Mother and more importantly her younger brother. Slowly he began to insert himself into her conscience, a book here, a model there, anything to feel like he was

One day a goblin was serving him as he was watching her play with her little brother; Toby. The child was sweet and small with cherubic cheeks and blonde hair, the goblin had taken one look and said "want that one! Small and sweet, make good goblin" he had chuckled to himself and left, all the while muttering, "good goblin, new little goblin he he" An idea had begun to simmer in the King's mind. It was true goblins had long been taking little boys from their beds at the misguided wishes of their parents- but how to make Sarah give up the child?

So began the King's great scheme. In his mind stealing the child became intrinsically linked to keeping the girl. He used his powers of manipulation over the mortals, made her Step-Mother cruel, her Father uncaring, the child needed no help to be stubborn and spoilt, Sarah he left unaltered. He did not want her spoilt, and made it well known far and wide that anyone caught messing with her mind would have to answer to the Goblin King. No one crossed him, his reputation as a fierce and often cruel leader was well known and well founded.

The King watched as Sarah drew closer to him every day, pushed away by her family. She took to walking the parks and forests near her home, reading and re reading The Labyrinth- it had quickly become her favourite book and she had all but memorised it. Often when she was walking in the forests, the King was by her side, she didn't know it but the wild places on earth are where the lines blur most between the above and the underground.
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Chapter 2. Wild Places

When the day finally arrived that Jareth had been waiting for, Sarah was walking in the park, her imagination running wild in the beautiful surroundings, the forest on one side, wild and dark against the peaceful, quieter beauty of the park with its trimmed hedges and white marble arches. It was the perfect setting for her to learn the final section of the Labyrinth, she spoke the lines aloud as she ran around the corner, white dress flowing behind her. She imagined him in front of her, The Goblin King dark and mysterious, handsome and terrifying.

"Through dangers untold and hardships unnumbered", she began "I have fought my way here to the castle beyond the goblin city, to take back the child that you have stolen." Pausing to take a breath she relished the lines, losing herself in the world she had never seen but knew better than her own. "For my will is as strong as yours, and my kingdom is as great"… she fumbled her mind drawing a blank, "Damn, I always forget that line. "For my will is as strong as yours…" Sarah moaned frustrated with herself, and yanked a small book out of her pocket- it was battered and well worn, on the faded red cover in black were the words, The Labyrinth. She flicked to the back, her eyes widening as they alighted on the right section. They flicked up, "You have no power over me."

The Goblin King had been watching her from the tree line, lounging along the branches of a great oak, enjoying the way she ran in the dress, how she held herself, high and proud-just like him. He wondered how long it would be, but had a sense it was soon, it was foreboding mixed in with electric excitement and anticipation. What was about to happen would change everything he knew. A human had never beaten the Labyrinth it just drew them into its black holes and forgot about them. He could hear her muttering the words from the book and smiled to himself knowing that the more she became obsessed the with Labyrinth, with its twists and turns and its magic, the more she would be drawn to him, until it was too late and she could never truly return to the world above.

She was still speaking though he couldn't make out the words, then the world went quiet and he heard her, clear and resonant, "for my will is as strong as yours…" his heart froze, realising his mistake. She knew the words, in giving her the book to bring her to him, had he given her the very keys to his undoing? "You have no power over me" the words rang out across the glades and the King felt a stab at his heart, the storm about him rose, so suddenly he was barely aware it was happening. Thunder rolled in the sky and lightening came crashing down around him. He crashed through the branches, barely landing on his feet and then sank on to the floor- eyes still on Sarah as she stood for a moment in the pouring rain, she had no idea what she had just said, the effect those few words had on him, and he hoped she would never say them again he didn't think he would survive it. Sarah was almost frozen in time, before hearing the bell toll the hour, her eyes widened and she snapped out of her reverie "Oh no, I don't believe it, its seven o clock, come on Merlin!" She gestured to her large fluffy sheep dog and they ran away together. Leaving the Goblin King behind.

"Jareth" someone was murmuring, "Jareth" It was that which roused him – no one would dare use his name to his face. He shot up abruptly- a few of his advisors stood warily around him, their ugly goblin faces wary and concerned. He had been behaving erratically lately even more so than usual and it was toying with the kingdom, not that he cared much about them right now, he had served for his entire life- it was all he knew but now he wanted something and he was damned if he wasn't going to get it. "What is this?" He yelled scorn etched upon his face, enjoyed the shock on their faces. Their heads bowed, "Apologies my Lord", Jareth snatched himself up off the ground, "I don't want your apologies," his voice dangerously low "I want you out of my sight- now" and with that, they vanished. The Goblin King himself didn't pause for long, only stared for a moment into rain before he was gone- in his place only a large barn owl it enormous sharp eyes thoughtfully watching the clouds of the storm follow the distant shape of a young girl, running home in the rain. Tonight was the night.
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Chapter 3. I wish

Sarah got home soaked to the bone, with a growing dread she approached the front door, for weeks now her family were getting harder and harder for her to handle. Harsher words were spoken and the times at which she was happy were getting fewer and further between. Her worst fears were realised when she saw her Step- Mother at the door, holding down the boundaries she thought bitterly to make sure nothing unwelcome got in. Anger pulsed through her as she stomped up the stairs. "Sarah, You're an hour late" her Step Mother began, "I know, I'm sorry" Sarah butted in "come on Merlin" she made an attempt to get past her up the stairs but found her way blocked by the small perfectly quaffed woman, "not the dog!"

"But it's pouring?!" Sarah retorted in shock, her step mother ignored her,

"Go on, into the garage." Merlin ignored her but looked up at Sarah checking to see what she wanted him to do. Bursting with rage Sarah nearly yelled at him; "go on Merlin, into the garage, go!" before storming past her step mother into the house.

Jareth watched her from one of his crystals he was at his castle now- a rambling ancient building so twisted that even he didn't know all of its secrets. He was in his throne room, currently filled with swarms of goblins, drinking, laughing and generally being goblins. A small smile played onto his lips, this was it, it would happen tonight he could feel it, it was part of the reason he had opened his doors again after so many weeks of keeping to himself. As he sat on the throne one leg casually hanging over the golden arm he could barely hold himself still, his blood was up and there was magic in the air. The storm was still howling around Sarah's small perfectly suburban house and in the underground the atmosphere was mirrored, the air charged with electric nerves. The castle and the Labyrinth knew what was about to happen, it was as if it had been preparing for this moment. All she had to do was say those little words and the boy would be his, then she would be lost in his labyrinth and he could have her, forever.

With the goblins amassed and all hovering expectantly in and around the castle, waiting, Jareth in a fit of unlikely exuberance had expanded a crystal so it rose shimmering above them- Sarah's face at the centre, the picture a little misty but her voice rang through as she cried and yelled at her parents before storming down the stairs to where the child was crying. A knot of anticipation and greed arose in Jareth's stomach as he listened intently while she began to tell a story, "Once upon a time, there was a beautiful young girl whose Step-Mother always made her stay home with the baby. The baby was a spoiled child he wanted everything for himself, and the young girl was practically his slave. But what no one knew was the Goblin King fell in love with her and gave her certain powers. So one night when baby had been particularly cruel to her, she asked the goblins for help. 'Say you're right words' the goblins said 'and we'll take the baby away to the goblin city and you will be free' But the girl knew the King of the goblins would keep the baby in his castle forever and ever so she suffered in silence, until one night when she was tired from doing housework and hurt by the harsh words of her step mother and she could no longer stand it…" The child screamed even louder and Jareth's heart stopped it was the story of The Labyrinth, a tale always told but never realised, it was happening the girl was writing herself into his story.

The child screamed and the winds howled, Jareth was on the edge of his throne, poised for the words that were on the tip of her tongue, "I can bare it no longer- Goblin King Goblin King, wherever you may be, come take this child of mine far away from me" Frustrated Jareth threw away the crystal, no, she knew better than that, she had read the book the words were there in her mind all she had to do was wish…

Back in the bedroom Sarah, frustrated and angry with Toby, practically flung him down into his cot before storming out of the room. As she went to turn out the light she muttered- "I wish the goblins would come and take you away- right now." Then the lights blew out, the lightening crashed and the wind buffered at the house- she ran back into the room, knowing in her heart that she had said the wrong words, done something terrible.
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Chapter 4. Gone

Jareth and the goblin ranks were suddenly there- summoned by the words as they always were, but this time it was different. Jareth was triumphant, now he would be revealed to her and she would be frightened, nervous, awed by him, this was how it should be. His carefully laid out plan was coming to ahead. The goblins entered slyly, now they had been invited in it was all they could do not to gleefully tear the place apart, they were destructive little things in their souls. He watched her, scared, unsure. She was shaking now, whipping backwards and forwards, hearing the goblins but never seeing them. The wind crashed against the house making the building shake, Jareth added just a little pressure and the doors shuddered violently before bursting open, revealing Sarah, standing in front of him, so small and yet so defiant. In her eyes he saw his own strength reflected back at him. Their first meeting face to face, Jareth was beside himself but held it together, drawing her to him as a bright light draws the unsuspecting moth. "You're him aren't you? The Goblin King, I want my brother back if it's all the same" Her eyes pleaded to him, he was impressed she managed to ask so forthright and knew he had chosen well but she was over estimating his humanity, "What's said is said" his silken voice echoing in the now silent room, "I didn't mean it" she stuttered making him laugh softly

"Oh you didn't?

"Please where is he?" Jareth sized her up, taking in her mundane clothing and the tears in her eyes, her lightly blushing cheeks that brightened when he looked at her, even though her brother was gone- she was not immune to his charms.

"You know very well where he is" she looked panicked, but she pleaded anyway- knowing the answer, "Please bring him back, please."

"Sarah" Jareth interrupted, he stepped closer till they were barely a breath apart, catching her off guard with his glowing eyes that bore into her soul, "Go back to your room, play with your toys, forget about the baby"

"I can't"

"I've brought you a gift" for a moment he saw her eyes grow wide as in his hands he produced one of his crystals from thin air, mortals were so easily distracted, "What is it?"

"It's a crystal, nothing more, but if you turn it this way and look into it it'll show you your dreams. But this isn't a gift for an ordinary girl who takes care of a screaming baby. Do you want it? Then forget the baby" He urged her to take it, she didn't know of course that by taking the crystal she would be his, bound by the magic of the Labyrinth, if you take an object from the underworld it will never let you settle in the mortal world. She would be trapped, always yearning for this other world she didn't know, and couldn't resist. Then he would come to her again and this time she would accept. "I can't. I appreciate what you're offering, but I want my brother back. He must be so scared." Anger flashed across the Goblin King's pale face, his haughty good looks made terrifying, how dare she?, "Sarah...don't defy me"

The crystal, reflective of his anger flashed again and this time in its place was a Taipan snake, black and sleek and incredibly venomous, he tossed it at her and she shrieked, but a millisecond before it touched her his magic flashed again and it warped into a shroud of cloth, which when it fell to the floor wriggled, and out of it popped a mischievous goblin who cackled loudly at Sarah before running off. Sarah looked back at him, shocked eyes wide with fear, as the lightning flashed behind Jareth he whispered into her ear, "You're no match for me Sarah." She stood before him and he truly believed if only for the smallest of moments that she would accept. Then, "I need my brother back." Fine, she had signed the deal with the devil- it was the Labyrinth now.

Suddenly they were transported from Sarah's house to the outskirts of the Labyrinth. It stretched out gloriously before them looking pale and endless but still a part of the land, as if it had risen from the very desert below. It swirled endlessly around the castle which towered at its centre, dark and mysterious seemingly miles away in the distance. It was a daunting sight, the storm has followed them underground and the sky was black with clouds. The wind kicked the dust up around them as they stood on the precipice, the Labyrinth below them. He watched Sarah as she stared open mouthed at the challenge before her, she was in his world now the crippled trees and dry weeds around her made her seem totally out of place in her blue jeans and white blouse. Down here- she was the mystical creature, it was all Jareth could do not to whisk her away to his castle there and then but there was a story to be told, things had to be done a certain way and she was held by the Labyrinth now.

"He's there, in my castle. Do you still want to look for him?" it was a rhetorical question, she had no choice now but to enter the Labyrinth and Jareth couldn't interfer. Those were the rules, she would make it, he mused, she was strong. "Is that the castle beyond the goblin city?" she asked ignoring his question,

"Turn back Sarah, Turn back before it's too late" there was real pleading in his voice now, come with me he thought. She looked back at him almost mournfully, his soul leapt at that look. "I can't, Don't you understand that I can't?" I do he thought but all he said was,

"What a pity."

"It doesn't look that far," Foolish child, such casual comments had a way of coming back to you in the Labyrinth.

"It's further than you think, and time is short" weaving his magic was far easier in the underworld, Jareth's hands twirled and a majestic clock appeared on one of the emaciated limbs of the dead tree. It was large and ornate in the shape of a diamond with black hands that had already begun to tick down Sarah's 13 hours. "You have 13 hours in which to solve the Labyrinth before your baby brother becomes one of us, forever. Such a pity." Jareth stared into her eyes as he faded away into mist. Memorizing her face, her hair, her eyes, knowing that what had just begun would alter them forever.


End file.
